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Pyrexia 
by itisntrealletme 


Summary 


Alina, a Beta, has worked as Mr. Morozov's secretary for a few months now, and it's been 
better than she ever could have dreamed. The benefits are amazing, and she doesn't even have 
to worry about getting three square meals a day anymore, because more often than not he has 
her buy them both breakfast with the corporate card, and usually treats her to lunch because 
their predictably hectic schedules. 


One day, she comes into work, and she feels kind of funny :/ 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


“Wow, Lina, are you wearing a new perfume?” 


Alina jumps a little when she hears her work-best friend Zoya’s voice coming from right 
beside her. She hadn’t even heard her approaching, still mired in the flushed, unsettled fog 
she'd woken up in today. It wasn’t terribly common for relatively quiet Betas like Alina to be 
so close to a strong-willed, snappish Alpha like Zoya, but the woman had informed her after 
working with her for a few weeks that she disliked Alina less than most people, which (Alina 
learned) in Zoya terms, was practically a declaration of adulation. 


“Um, no? I—” her words stutter as Zoya leans in, inhaling long and slow, a lazy smile curling 
the edges of her lips. Her whole body flushes, heat catching in her stomach and unfurling out 
into her limbs, making her skin prickle with awareness. 


“Nazyalenski. I don’t pay you to distract my secretary from her work. Please move along,” a 
familiar voice drawls from behind her, and her relief is nearly as tangible as the next flash of 
heat that scorches through her. 


What is wrong with her? 


Zoya takes their boss’ good-natured glare in stride, and slinks away, throwing a salacious 
wink back at Alina. She imagines if Zoya were a cat, her tail would be twitching right now. 


Turning to her boss, she greets him with a wry smile. 
“Good morning Mr. Morozov.” 


He gives her a small, rare smile, reserved usually only for her, and nods. Aleksander 
Morozov is an intimidating man on the best of days, but he always softened just enough 
around her that she knew he liked her, or at least appreciated the work she did. He’d informed 
her that any businessman worth his salt knows not to offend their secretary, since they often 
hold the sanity of the CEO’s lives and therefore the entire function of a company and in their 
capable hands. It always leant her a certain smugness that he could eviscerate newbie unicorn 
techies in one sentence, then turn and open the door for her with a sweep of his arm and a 
chivalrous bow of his head. 


“What was she bothering you about this time?” he asks, leaning against the door frame that 
leads into his office. She shrugs, bemused. 


“She asked me if I got new perfume,” Alina says, still somewhat frazzled by the interaction. 
Her entire body has felt off-kilter since she opened her eyes, thoughts swirling and ebbing 
like tar on a hot, sticky summer’s day, the edges of things around her softer, less defined. 


“Ts that so? Let me see,” he teases, and steps closer, leaning in until his nose is barely 
brushing the corner of her jaw. She freezes, amber and pine and male washing over her. 


Alpha, her instincts purr, stretching languidly inside of her in a way she has never felt before. 
Strong. Big. Would protect us. Would sire healthy offspring. 


Her mind screeches to a halt at the sheer insanity of the feelings coursing through her at a 
maddening pace, but then his nose barely brushes her skin, and her knees actually buckle. 


“Hmm. Lovely,” he murmurs right in her ear, and then turns and walks into his office as if 
entirely unaffected. 


Alina nearly folds in half, hands braced on the edge of her desk as a ripple of something 
spears through her, so sharp it steals her breath. Screwing her eyes shut, she breathes in and 
out, counting her inhales and exhales. In for one, two, three, four, hold—two— out for one, 
two, three, four, five, six. Hold. 


In. Hold. Out. Hold. 
One thing is certain. Something is terribly, terribly wrong with her. 


Hurries to the bathroom before their 9 0’ clock starts and splashes cold water on her face and 
the back of her neck, staring at a woman she hardly recognizes in the mirror. Flushed cheeks, 
bright eyes that are somehow lidded, heavy. Sensual. 


Is she high? 


Shoves all of it down, and shakes her head, as if the action alone can rid her of the pesky 
sensations. 


The day passes with agonizing slowness. She can’t help but turn her nose to her shoulder 
every so often, swearing that she catches a whiff of Mr. Morozov’s amber and pine scent 
lingering on her skin. Wonders if she’s slowly going mad; wonders why today of all days 
things have gone awry. 


The issue is compounded by the man in question, as it seems he needs her for more and more 
tasks, has her sit by his side during a video conference with an overseas client taking notes so 
he can keep his attention respectfully on the screen. 


She spends the entire two long, excruciating hours with her knees pressed tightly together, 
pen trembling in her damp grip, convinced that she may actually faint if she has to remain in 
the room with her delicious-smelling boss much longer. At the end of it, resolves to call her 
doctor as soon as possible to ask if Beta’s ever develop scent sensitivities, and if there is any 
possible way to treat it. He, of course, then insists on treating her to lunch, again, (she can't 
remember a day since she first started that he hasn't,) a sweet apology for work being 
particularly crazy that day. 


She can’t deny her inordinate pleasure when he reveals he’d purchased extra dessert for them 
both from their favourite spot. Something decadent and chocolatey that pulls an appreciative 
moan from her throat without her bidding. His eyes glint dangerously for an instant so brief 
she wonders if she’s imagined it. 


Watches the clock inching towards 2 PM, half-convinced that the heating is broken in the 
duct above her desk as she endures hot flash after hot flash, her cardigan long since 
abandoned to her tote. The first few buttons of her blouse undone in a vain attempt to help 
her cool off, shifting uncomfortably at the unwanted sensation of being damp. Everywhere. 


She closes her eyes for a moment, nails biting into her palms. If she can get to 2 0’ clock, 
then she can make it to 2:30. If she can make it to 2:30 then she surely can endure until 3 0’ 
clock, and if she can just hang in until 3:30, then she’s almost to 4 PM which is only an hour 
away from 5— 


By 2:15, she can no longer deny that she’s in deep, deep shit. She needs to go to the bathroom 
and splash some more cold water over her face— 


“Alina, are you alright?” 


She winces at his deep, elegant accent, settling back into her chair. Of course today of all 
days he’d finish a call early, for the first time in the history of forever. Fuck. Shit. Damn. 


“T’m um—I-I’m fine, Mr. Morozov,” she says, blinking up at him, fists still clenched on her 
thighs. She can’t even pretend to be typing or working at her desk when she feels like she’s 
about to crawl out of her own skin, her eye teeth throbbing at the sight his crisp Oxford shirt 
rolled up to expose his veined forearms. She is seized by the sudden, irrational urge to sink 
her teeth into them. Petulant with denial, she bites the inside of her cheek instead, the slight 
pain only fueling her ire. Where the fuck is his jacket? He never takes it off. Why today? 
Why now? Why her? Why does she want to curl up on his severely tailored slacks and— 


She banishes the thoughts from her mind. It’s insanity. Utter and complete insanity. 


His brows draw together, and he leans closer, his dark, intoxicating scent washing over her 
once again. She swallows down a wounded cry. No use in denying it any longer. 


She's burning. Feverish, hot. 
Aching. 


"You don’t seem well, Alina,” he hums sympathetically, brushing the back of his hand over 
her forehead. It takes every bit of willpower she has not to moan at the feel of his skin on 
hers. "Perhaps we should take you to a doctor, hm?" 


"N-n-no." 


She tries to lean away from his touch, screwing her eyes shut. He Aas to stop touching her. If 
he just stops touching her, then the buzzing in her mind growing louder with each second will 
stop, and everything will go back to normal. 


Right. 


“Alina,” he tuts, almost crooning, thumb brushing over her cheek, and she shivers, 
uncontrollable. ““You can’t work like this. Here, Pll take you home, milaya.” 


Home. Home is good. Home is cold showers and familiar scents. Comfortable. Normal. Nest. 
Nesting. Have to—shakes her head, roughly dispelling the intrusive thoughts—home where 
she can get away from this maddening, constant flood of amber and pine and him. Take a 
NyQuil and zonk out until the morning when she'll be clear eyed and able to breathe. 


She barely registers him ushering her quietly out of the office, hardly garnering any notice. 
They leave all the time for meetings with clients, flights, any number of things. 


She mumbles her address for him to pass along to his driver, cheek pressed to the cool glass 
of the window, willing her body to cool down. Morozov doesn’t comment on her less than 
graceful state, just hands her a bottle of water, cap already unscrewed and she rasps her 
thanks, peeling her cheek off the window, fumbling for it. Feels as weak as a kitten, skin 
hypersensitive, too-tight, mood tempestuous, fine motor skills off-kilter. Uses two hands to 
bring it to her mouth, and suddenly his two fingers are under it, helping her tilt it up to her 
lips. Her wide eyes meet his. 


“Drink up, malyshka . There you go. Good girl.” 
Goosebumps prickle over her skin. Something cracks in her. A shift. 


He takes the bottle when she’s finished, using his thumb to wipe away a stray drop from her 
lip, and her entire stomach swoops, static filling her thoughts. Feels strangely cherished, 
which then wars with a stab of guilt and shame that he feels like he has to do this for her. 
Take care of her, like some ill, stray child. She was the one who ruined their busy work day 
by getting sick, by being so weak he had to help her. 


“T’m sorry Mr. M-Morozov, I don’t—” 


Dark eyes pierce her, halting her words where they sit, poised to fall. “Hush, Alina. I don’t 
want you to worry about anything. I'll take care of you.” 


Her body trills with pleasure at his words, and she tries not to look too far into it. Some 
things are best left alone in the darkest reaches of one's thoughts, where they can never be 
found. 


Shivering, now. One moment unable to get warm, the next too hot. Can’t get comfortable, 
skin stretching tight over her bones, sounds, colours, scents—too much—then not enough. 
Wants to go home, but hates the idea of leaving him, so suddenly, and with a vehemence that 
unsettles her. A confused whine warbles from her throat, fingers trembling as she reaches out 
blindly for something she isn’t sure she should take. 


Hears a seat buckle click free before she realizes what he’s doing, gives a weak yip of 
surprise when he draws her to him, pulling her into his lap. 


Her nose falls perfectly to the crook of his neck and she inhales greedily. Alpha, her mind 
purrs. Who knew Alphas could smell so comforting? Some part of her reminds her that it is 
rather unusual to be curled up like a child in her boss’s lap, clinging to him, but it’s rapidly 
being drowned out by the hum of his low, melodic voice vibrating beneath her ear. 


“We'll be home soon, milaya. Don’t worry. Everything will be okay. You’ll see.” 


“You smell good,” she mumbles, words slurring, drunk with fever, “I want...” she trails off, 
thoughts turning hazy, ill-defined, spun sugar melting on her tongue, as fluffy as a cloud. 
What does she want? 


Blinks and she’s being carefully lifted into his arms, faint sounds of the city drifting to her 
ears as if through cotton. Hears the quiet clicking of his dress shoe heels on what sounds like 
tile, or stone. Strange, there’s no stone in her building, only wood. Maybe some shabby rug 
from the late 90’s that had gone too long between shampoos. Wonders vaguely how long 
between shampoos carpets can really go, but her eyelids are so heavy now, mouth dry and 
parched, painful split in her lip. Her discomfort is enough to distract her disjointed thoughts, 
and they drift away like smoke. She squirms, trying to relieve an ache she cannot name 
coiling deep and heavy, and his arms tighten in response, fingers wrapping firmly around the 
back of her neck, holding, pressing down until she settles. Hears a soft tone, announcing an 
arrival. 


Weird ringtone, her feverish mind floats, and she accepts it without question. 
A door opens, then shuts softly with a muted click. 


“C’n you leav’ a-note f’Mal?” she whispers to his crisp, starched collar, tired words running 
together even as she takes greedy, deep breaths of his intoxicating scent that only seems to 
make the fog in her head worse, but she can't help herself. Hopes he understands her; a 
garbled mix of fridge, Mal, note. He'll get it. She thinks. 


He smells so good. 


“Shh, you need to sleep, little one. It’s alright, Sasha's here,” he murmurs, and Alina tries to 
peel her eyes open, but she’s so heavy. Everything is so heavy. 


Soft swish of fabric, then he’s settling them down, arranging her limbs like a doll until she’s 
laying across his chest, head tucked under his chin. 


Highly improper, her fever-drugged mind quips, and she giggles. His answering chuckle 
rumbles beneath her ear like a storm, and her eyes drift closed. 


She’s always loved falling asleep to thunder. 


Rise. Fall. Rise. Fall. 


Swimming up...up...up. Deep, blanketing darkness. Breaks the surface, awareness trickling 
back in cell by cell. Her body lifts and falls with each steady breath beneath her, warm air 
brushing across the top of her hair, tickling. 


Alina awakens, and finally registers that she is hot. No, sweltering. 


Sweltering, and achy, and somehow in the night she's managed to shed every last stitch of 
clothing in favour of sprawling her body over something blazing warm and firm that smells 
absolutely mouthwatering. 


A soft whine peels from her throat. It’s too early to be awake, the sun only just filtering in, 
heating her skin even further. Keeps her heavy lids stubbornly closed against the light. Her 
head feels worse than it had the day before, thoughts loose and blurred, too warm, mouth 
watering, the space between her thighs slick and aching with need. 


She squirms, and feels something beneath her, hard, poking at her stomach. Her sleepy 
interest piques, and she shifts her body up, up, until— 


Ah, there. Relief. 


She explores at first, circling her hips a little and moans quietly at the pressure, already 
wanting more. She rocks against it, a rush of slick dripping from her center, but it doesn’t 
ease her movements the way she expects. She quickly grows dissatisfied with the rasp of 
fabric beneath her sensitive skin, and reaches down with clumsy fingers. Pushes it down, 
tugging at it until the object of her attention is freed. She hums happily, notching the hard line 
of pressure against her clit. 


Oh, yes— she pants, rocking into the hard skin, grinding down. A brief thought passes that 
she doesn’t recognize anything around her, not the smells, nor the sheets, so this must be the 
best lucid dream she’s ever had. A wonderful, fantastic dream. 


Perfect. Nothing to worry about, then. 


Whomever it is—a man, she thinks vaguely—shifts beneath her, hips arching into her 
movements, and she shivers, though his breathing doesn’t alter in the slightest. The heat is 
growing, blazing warmth settling deep into her skin, pouring out in waves. Small movements 
aren’t enough anymore, her hips rolling in greater and greater arcs, chasing the pleasure that 
seems to be the only thing capable of relieving the ache throbbing between her thighs. 


Her cunt clenches around nothing, empty, so horribly empty, thighs shaking with unrealized 
tension. It’s not enough, not— 


Another whine, needy, plaintive. She needs—she needs— 


Before she can think any further, her hand is back between them, small fingers wrapping 
around his thick girth. She lines him up with her entrance, and sinks down. 


A long, gasping moan leaves her at the sudden, sharp stretch, breathing through it as it toes 
the delicious line between pain and pleasure, splitting her open mercilessly. Her eyes fly open 


Just in time to see brows draw together over dark, slumberous eyes just blinking awake. 


Eyes that do not belong to her boyfriend. Eyes she sees every single day at work. 


Morozov—A leksander—he’s— 
He licks his lips, and her cunt spasms, pulling a sleepy, pleased hum from his throat. 
“I—I’m—” she tries, tongue thick and clumsy, tripping over a fever-drunk apology. 


His hands come up to rest on her hips, and Alina’s entire body tenses, half worried he’II pull 
her off, toss her away and begin yelling at her for assaulting him—Oh, god , she hadn’t been 
dreaming. She’d—she— 


His hands pull down firmly with no warning, seating the next few inches of himself inside 
her. Gasps, back arching; keening cry tearing from her lips as even more wetness floods from 
her core in response to being so ful//—cleaved open in a way that feels obscene, like there is 
no possible way her body has made this much space for him inside of her, filling every dark 
comer until she has nowhere to hide. 


“Good morning, malyshka ,” he rumbles, lids heavy with sleep and pleasure. She shakes her 
head, gaping. 


“H-how—” 


He raises a brow with teasing condescension, shaking his head back at her, a gesture so 
familiar she’s immediately comforted in its inherent lack of anger. “You didn’t really think I 
would let you go home sick all by yourself, hm? Poor little Omega in her first heat.” 


The words are jarring enough that she pauses the tiny movements of her hips she wasn't 
aware she was making, perhaps her body's weak attempt to work herself off of, or maybe 
further down onto his cock. Anything to relieve the burning ache that had started back up 
when they’d stopped moving. 


“I’m not an Omega...” she tries weakly. 


He laughs beneath her, and she whines when it pushes him in a little deeper, eased by the 
slick now coating her inner thighs. 


“No? I didn’t wake up to my little secretary working herself onto my cock, so hot she’s 
burning up like a little sun? I didn’t spend all day yesterday smelling you coming into it?” He 
pulls her up until he’s almost completely unsheathed from her, and she nearly cries, nails 
digging into his chest—Christ, when had he removed his shirt? 


“You did that, little one. You got Alpha all undressed last night while he was asleep, it seems. 
Feels better skin to skin, hm?” He says, noticing her confused gaze, holding her by the waist 
so she can’t sink back down on him—she registers this her utter dismay. “I went to bed fully 
clothed last night, pet. As a matter of fact, so did you.” 


His hand trails up, cupping her breast and circling her nipple with his thumb, and her eyelids 
flutter, hips grinding, trying to sink lower. 


Then her thoughts catch up to her, and her eyes fly open in panic. 


“B-but—Mal— I thought—” 


His lip curls, not bothering to hide his disdain, his disgust. “You think I’d bring you home to 
that imbecile?” 


She flinches, but the hot stab of pleasure between her thighs as he lets her lower halfway 
down on his cock once more softens the blow, her lips parting in low moan. 


“You need someone stable, Alinochka. Someone who can look after you. That boy wouldn’t 
know what to do with you,” he drawls, the cruel tilt of his lips more beautiful than it had a 
right to be. In her deepest, most private thoughts, she admires it. Even appreciates it, to a 
degree, the casual, callous cruelty. The self-assuredness. “He doesn’t know what little 
Omegas need, does he? Beta males never do. He wouldn’t know how to satisfy this puffy 
little cunt like your Alpha.” 


Her breath hiccups, nails digging into his shoulders as she sinks lower, body finally 
surrendering space to him. 


Alpha, her mind chants. Alpha, Alpha, Alpha. 


“There. That’s a good girl. Sweet little Omega just needed someone to guide you a little bit, 
hm? Just needed Sasha make all the decisions so you don’t have to worry, a proper Alpha to 
take care of you.” Alina whimpers as his tongue flickers over the gland on her throat she’d 
unconsciously bared to him at his words, writhing a little on his thickness, trying to find— 


He folds his hands behind his head, tilting his chin back so he can watch her under heavy- 
lidded eyes. “Yes, I’m sure you’ll be splendid as my little wife.” 


She’s so far gone the words hardly register, but she’s nodding all the same, tiny hands pressed 
to his chest so she can move herself up and down his cock easier. 


“That’s it, milaya. Fuck yourself on my cock. Can you come like this? Can you be a good girl 
and come all over Daddy’s cock?” 


Oh, god. 


The floodgates open, and she is lost. Everything tumbling out of her all at once, every pent- 
up emotion she has held between her teeth for years, trying to stifle it, to hold it down so she 
wouldn’t have to think of it, have to come to terms with the bleeding, ragged wound left in 
her chest. Bereft, unwanted, alone. Lost. So lost, but now—the sweet unfurling of her palm, 
petals of a flower, letting go of what she once held so tight and secret in her heart. 


“Daddy—” she sobs, grinding her hips harder against him, searching for that edge, coiling 
slowly inside of her deep in her belly, so slowly she wants to cry, and he’s just watching, not 
doing anything. “ Please. ” 


“Need something, malyshka? ” He asks archly, all smug teasing. 


She doesn’t even think, just leans forward and latches her small teeth onto his chest with a 
small growl, and he moans, snapping his hips up into hers. 


“Feral little pup,” he chuckles lightly, carding his fingers through her hair before wrapping it 
around his fist and tugging hard until she releases him, delicious pain rippling across her 
scalp, just the right amount. “Behave, Alina. Or I'll put you over my knee.” 


She hiccups another sob, and the plaintive look in her eyes must be enough to move him 
because he moves one hand from behind his head, and caresses her cheek for a moment, 
before sliding it down to wrap his fingers around her throat, squeezing. 


“Come for Daddy.” 


Alina breaks, the world crashing down around her in a mass of light and heat, raking its way 
down her spine. 


She’s shivering, hips still stuttering, practically rutting against him, and he still holds her 
throat, his other hand stroking her hair soothingly as he talks her through it. 


“There’s a girl. You did so good baby, well done. Such a good girl coming when you’re told.” 


She sniffs, burrowing her face in his throat, allowing herself the secret pleasure of basking in 
his praise. It dawns on her quite suddenly that she wants to be good for him. Wants more of 
his sweet, soft praise and gentle touches. Wants him to keep his fingers wrapped around her 
throat and promise he will never let her go. 


The orgasm only takes the edge off, however, and she can feel the burning, craving ache 
begin to flame once more deep in her belly. She whimpers, hips circling on the heavy 
thickness of his cock, trying to ease it. 


“Ah, poor thing. Here, turn over, baby. Daddy’s going to make it all better, hm?” 


Her world spins for a moment, then, teary eyed, her cheek is pressed into the blanket, the 
soft, comforting weight of his hand on her head, holding her in place. Her knees are drawn up 
and spread to his liking, and he coos his praise. 


“Relax your belly malyshka. Ah, there you go. A little puppy pose for my puppy girl,” he 
hums, pleased. “Such a pretty little cunt, all hot and sweet and mine. Want you like this when 
I come home from work, always wet and ready for me so I can take you right away and fill 
you up. Doesn’t that sound nice?” 


And, oh—it does sound nice, she thinks as he rubs the thick head of his cock through her 
drenched core, taking the time to tease her poor, puffy clit before finally surging back inside 
of her with one swift movement, air choking from her lungs as she is utterly taken— 
dominated, the hazy back of her mind supplies. Mounted. Claimed. There is no part of her 
that is not his, now. 


Tries to shift forwards, to win back some space inside of her so she can breathe again—it 
feels like he’s pushing straight against her diaphragm when he forges in this deep—but he 
holds her still by the hips, controlling where she can move. A needy whine, overwhelmed and 
a little confused by the riot of sensations pouring through her, but he merely tuts, 
disappointed. 


“Don’t be ungrateful, Alinochka. Take what papa gives you.” 


Then he pulls back, and thrusts inside of her with more force. A wounded cry tears from her 
throat. 


“What do we say?” 


“Th-thank you, papa,” she chokes out, and his rumble of satisfaction rolls through her like 
thunder, making her toes curl and her cunt clench over his thrusting cock. 


“Of course, little one,” he croons, reaching forward to press two fingers flat and hard against 
her clit, just holding them there, unmoving, sweet pressure. “Anything for my best girl. My 
perfect little Omega.” 


Unbelievably, she feels another peak begin to build, hot and quick deep in her belly, her walls 
fluttering in a rapid staccato as it grows—too quickly—she’s sobbing, nails scrabbling at the 
sheets. 


“Tt’s—it’s t-too—I can’t Daddy, S-Sasha—please—” 


“You will,” he orders, low and a little mean, and she can do nothing but take it—a vessel for 
his desire, his lust like rage, she, an instrument for him to play, to string up and pluck the 
notes whenever he pleases, tuned to his every whim. She feels her body give in, sink lower, 
moans losing their clipped quality and growing more guttural. Ragged. 


“Yes—’” he hisses, hips snapping harder into hers, punishing. Cruel. “Give in to it, Alina. 
Give it to me. Let me. ” 


Yours, she would wail if she had the breath, salt and sweat burning in her eyes from the tears, 
from her body’s fever pitch. There is nothing of hers she has left to give. He has taken it all, 
and will leave nothing but ashes in the ruined depths of her soul. 


A sharp sting on her bottom—his palm, a brand—and before she can even register the full 
burning pain her entire body clenches. Hoarse screams of his name as she comes, and comes. 
And comes. 


He’s chasing his own pleasure now, movements more frantic; fists braced next to her face, 
front to her back as he ruts into her with abandon, teeth raking a line of heat across her 
shoulder, tongue flickering against the hot burn of her mating gland that is dripping with 
pheromones. Calling to him. Driving him to completion. 


“Going to give you my knot, Alinochka. Fill your belly with pups. You’ll be so pretty, all 
round and beautiful and mine. Everyone would know J did that to you. Me. Fucked you full 
of my knot and bred you—fuck. Fuck. ” 


She is nothing but light and heat, stars bursting behind her eyes as his words send her 
careening off the edge again, and he slams in as deep as he can go, the head of his cock 
pushing against her back wall, nestling there as the feeling of growing impossibly fuller rocks 


through her—his knot—stretching, burning as it presses hard right against the tight bundle of 
nerves inside of her, setting off a supernova. 


Orgasm after orgasm, rolling and cresting into and over each other until it is a constant, 
devastating wave, pouring through her into her lungs, destroying every last ounce of her 
sanity, dragging her apart atom by atom only to stitch her back together in a new image, a 
new body. Barely feels the prick of his teeth sinking in her mating glad, moans as he laves it 
with his tongue, marking her, pushing his scent into her until there is no demarcating between 
her, and him, before this, after this, even as he brands her from the inside with each spill of 
his seed as his knot pulses, tearing another orgasm from her each time with devastating 
effects. 


The soothing rumble of his words slowly trickles through the haze, soft, gentle kisses 
showering over her neck, her cheek, her hair. They are still locked together, resting on their 
sides now, her cries dwindling to whimpers as the shivering orgasms begin to ease, the pulses 
of his knot growing lighter and farther apart, though he is still locked inside of her, and will 
be for some time. 


“So good, so good for me. My pretty mate, my sweet girl, you were so good for me, baby. So 
good,” he murmurs, over and over, hands rubbing soothing lines over her arms, her chest, her 
hips, her stomach—ever so reverently, her stomach. 


The fever is calmed, for now, though it still hovers in the periphery. For now, she feels herself 
melt into his hold, in the security of knowing he has her. He is hers, and she is his. Almost 
feels silly, now, that it took them so long, couldn't quite make the edges fit together, a puzzle 
undone, until now. Right. 


“How’re you gonna work if we have to do this every few hours?” she wonders aloud, a little 
bemused in this new after. This new them. His deep chuckle rolls through her, curling her 
toes with its low, sultry sound. 


“Tvan and Zoya can hold down the fort for a little while, don’t you think malyshka?” 


She giggles, tilting her head back for a kiss, which he indulges, soft, now. Syrupy sweet. 
Doting. She preens under it, his attention, his affection. A flower in the sun. 


He would make a good father, she thinks, then blushes and gasps into his mouth as his knot 
chooses then to give another insistent throb, setting off a smattering of fireworks under her 
skin. 


“Don’t worry about any of it, malyshka. ve been overdue for a vacation after all, as you’re 
ever fond of reminding me,” he teases in her ear, another shower of kisses over her cheek, 
tickling and scratching with his beard. 


Her jaw cracks with a yawn, the tightness inside of her shifting into something more 
comforting. Full. She feels held, from the inside out. 


“Tf this was all I had to do to get you to take a break...” she hums, then an outraged yelp as 
he spanks her lightly on the bottom. 


“Cheeky pup.” 


She hides a grin against her shoulder. 


End Notes 


teehee :) 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


